
The HiHorie of 

Through all the kingdomes that acknowledge Chrift. 
Thrice hath this Hotfput Mars in fwathling clothes, 
This infant warrier.in his enterprifes, 

Difcom fired great Douglas, tane him once. 

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him. 

To fill the mouth of deepe defiance vp. 

And {hake the peace and fafetie of our throne. 

And what fay you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 
ThcArchbifhops grace of Yorke, Douglas, Mortimer, 
Capitulate againft vs, and are vp. 

But, wherefore do I tell thefe nevves to thee? 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my ncereftand deareft enemy? 

Thou that art like enough, through vafMfeai e, 

Bafe inclination, and the ftart offpleene, 

To fight againft me,vndcr Percies pay. 

To dog his hcclcs.and curtfie at his frowncs, 

To /hew, how much thou art degenerate. 

Trin. Do not thinkefo, you fhall not findc it fb. 

And God forgiuc them, that fo much hauefwayd 
Y our Maieflics good thoughts away from me. 

I will redeeme all this on Percies head. 

And, in the dofing offbme glorious day, 
Beboldtotellyou that I amyourfbnnc, 

When I will weat c a garment all ofbloud. 

And ftaine my fauors in a bloudie niaskc, 

Which wafhc away, fhall fcourc rny fhamc with it. 

And that (hall be the day, when e’rc it lights, 

That this fame child of honour and renownc, 

This gallant Hotfpur,thi$ all praifed knight. 

And ycurvnthougbtofHarry,chance to mectc. 

For euery honor, fitting on his helme. 

Would they were multirudes,and on my head 
My fhames redoubled. For the time will come 
That //hall make this Northren youth exchange 
His glorious dee des, for my indignities. 

Percy is but my faftor.good my Lord, 

T o engrofle my glorious deeds on my behalfe. 




And 


Henry the fourth. 

A nd I will call him to fo ftri a account. 

That he ihall render eucry glory vp, 

Yea,eucn the fleightcft worfhip of his time, 

Or I will teare the reckoning from his heart. 

This,in the name of God, I promife here, 

The which, ifhe bepleafd,l fhall performe: 

I do befeech your Maicftie may falue 
The long growne wounds of my intemperance: 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands, 

And I will die, a hundred thoufand deaths, 

Ere breake the fmalleft parcell of this vow. 

King. A hundred thoufand rebels die in this, 

Thou Thalthaue charge, and foueraigne trufl herein. 

How now good Blunt. ? thy lookes are full or (peed. 

Enter Blunt . 

'Bhmt. So hath the bufines,that / come to fpeake of 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word, 

That Douglas and theEnglifh rebels met. 

The cleuenth of this moneth.at Shrewsbury, 

A mighty,and a fearcfull head they are, 

(If promifes be kept on euery hand,) 

As euer offred foule play in a Rate. 

King. The Earle of Weftmerland fet forth to day, 

With him my fonne.Lord Iohn of Lancafter, 

For this aduertifementisfiue daics old, 

On Wednefday next, Harry, thou fhalt fet forward. 

On Thurfday,we our felues will march. Our meeting 
Is Bridgcnorth.and Harry, you fhall march 
Through Gloccfterfhire,by which account, 

Our bufincs valued fome twelue daics hence. 

Our generall forces, at Bridgenorth fhall nieetc: 

Our hands are full of bufines,let’s away, 

Aduantage feedeshim fat, while men delay. 

Enter Faljlatffe and Bar doll. 

Tal. Bardoll, ami not fiilnc away vilely fince this laft aflion? 
do I not bate? doe /not dwindle ? Why my skin hangs about 
me, like an olde Ladies loofc gowne . I am withered like an olde 
apple Iohn . Well, lie repent, and that ftiddcBly, while I am in 

G 2 fome 



Exeunt. 


mm 1 0 


20 


30 


40 


50 


60 


70 



80 


100 


90 


110 



120 130 



140 150 160 170 


180 . 






270 280 



290 



► 


_ 





